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ON THE QUESTION, 


„Whether have the Exertions of ALLAN RAM- 
Ax or RoBERT FERGUSON done moſt Honour 
to Scottiſh Poetry. „ 
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Dritenrrur taſk to ſing of Scotia's Bards 
'To-night, two ſweeteſt of her tuneful choir 
Adorn our theme ; to mark with ſkill;—to trace 
Their various pow'rs; to point where to the view 
Their native genius dreſs'd in homely garb 
Glows in each page; where Nature painted ſtrong | 
Darts on the ſight, and through th' enrapturd mind 
Pours heav'nly ſweets which mock the power of 
words: , 
Requires a Muſe fir'd with th' etherial flame, 
Which warm'd their boſoms, and inſpir'd their ſong, 


A ImMorTAL 
* The Author of this Eſſay, when ſpeaking of Al LA 


Ramsar, alludes to his Gentle Shepherd, as he is un- 
acquainted with his other works, 
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IIMORTAL Raus Ar firſt demands our praiſe: 
In Scottiſh verſe he often tun'd his lyre 


| Not ſweeter notes e'er ſung the Grecian bard, | 
Or Mantuan ſwain.— Led by the comic Muſe, | 


"Twas his in hvely colours {till to paint 

The rural ſcene, where ſhepherds talk'd or ſung. 
On the hill ſide, or longſt the flow'ry mead, 
Where roſy nymphs fung, as they milk'd theirewes, 
Or bleach'd their linens by the cryſtal ſtream: 
The rural feaſt, by Symon well prepar'd, 
Convivial mirth, where age forgot its years, 
Shook oft the frailties, and again ſeem d young. 


_ Wuiuz manly 8 5 the boldeft ſenſe, 
In ſtrongeſt characters his hero grace, 
Exalted friendſhip. warms his gen'rous breaſt, 
The pureſt love inſpires: his artleſs mind. 
With more than magic ſkill our Ramsay paints 
The tender conteſt, and the power of love, 
Twixt the young Shepherd and the modeſt Maid. 
The ardent youth from nature ſhapes his words: 
Their gentle pow'r ſteals on her artleſs mind; 
The recollection of their infant years, 
With all their ſweet endearments aids the ſcene, 
And through their mind its pleaſing influence pours. 
They feel; they ſpeak ;—the gentle paſſions riſe, 
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They catch the mutual flame.—Her yielding arms 
Receive her youthful lover's fond embrace. 


War mind perceives not from his pencil glow 
Unnumber'd beauties in that tender ſcene, 
Where doubts and fears your Peggy's proſpects 
cloud, 
7 ſoon ſhe finds her Shepherd turn'd a Laird!” | 
„ ow does her Patrick ſcorn th' illuſive charms 
Of riſing fortune, and finds out a way, 
Conſiſtent with the pow'rs of filial love, 
And high parental will, to ſtand reſolw'd. 
He ſoothes her ſorrows with the voice of love; 5 
He from her boſom chaſes ev'ry woe, 
And from her eyes wipes off the guſhing tear,— 
No baſe ſuſpicion damps the pleaſing tale, 
Nor does ſhe try to hide the joy ſhe feels: 
Nature, without diſguiſe, burſts forth at once; "Pa 
She looks enraptur'd to the coming bliſs,” 
And ſpeaks in language artleſs as her 5 
Of means to fit her for th'auſpicious. fate; 
1 While from her temples fair, the ſimple pledge 
Of conftant truth her parting lover takes. 


Tux rules of drama he with ſkill preſerves, 
Gradual the plot ſtill opens to the view; _ 
Pleas'd, intereſted, ſtill we follow on, 

Till all the parts united flaſh at once, * 
| In 


* 
In pleafing raptures on th' aſtoniſh'd mind. 
Tis this alone muſt to the Scottiſh muſe, 
And to the Scottiſh language, ever give 
A higher dignity than any ſong, 
However ſweet, her other bards have ſung. 


Nexr ſprightly Fzxcvson claims due regard. 

Fair blooms the wreath which binds his youthfut 
FF 

His riſing genius like the orient morn, 

Diffuſes round its ſweet, its chearing rays. 

As foreign from our theme, his Engliſh verſe, 

With ſome regret we paſs; for there he ſoars 

With all the pride of pure poetic fire: 

With what bewitching power he leads us through 

His rural ſhades, and ſweet paſtoral ſcenes, — 

While nature lives in every line he draws, 

And pathos moves the niceſt powers of mind. 

Of this enough. His Scottiſh muſe muſt ſtand 

High in the roll of fame. So ſweetly tun'd 

His various ſubjects from the goldfinch gay, 
Induſtrious bee, or farmer's ingle fide, 

Down to the loweſt eſſay of his Muſe, 

So nicely touch'd.—So true his colours riſe, 

'They move the paſſions as they flaſh around, 

Bright'ning the ſocial icene.—Time ſteals away. 

While mirth and humour crown the jocund hour. 

But, ſtill, howe'er adapted to the theme; 


However 
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However high the glow of wit may riſe ; 
However ſweet our youthful Bard has ſung; 
His fineſt notes fall ſhort of Ramsar's Iyre. 
Theſe only rouſe the rougher powers of mind: 
"Tis his to touch the fineſt ſprings of love; 


To move thoſe feelings, ſo remote from ſenſe, 
That fineſt 1 * expreſs them n not. 


WE mark with pleaſure, and we feel with j joy, 
Each pow'r pathetic in the flowing page, 
When Fzxcvusoxn attunes his ſolemn lyre: 

They pleaſe, delight, but not like Ramsay pleaſe, 
Where Nature lives, and ſpeaks in ev'ry line; 
Where language diſappears amidſt the glow 

Of ſentiment ſo beauteous, pure, and ſtrong, 

As brings each object preſent to the mind. 

Such is the language of the knight diſguis'd: 

W hat ſtrung emotions of parental love, 


Which flow in tears adown his aged cheeks, 
Upon the boſom of his darling ſon! _ 


How juft his queſtions to bis antient friend ! 
How juſt his maxims of maturing youth! 
While Symon's ev'ry word and action ſpeak 

The honeſt feelings of a faithful heart. 


THe other's wit ſo ſprightly lives a while; 
Then with the trivial ſubject dies away: 
_ ButRamsar's ſenſe, deep fix'd in Nature's laws, 
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Muſt live immortal as his matchleſs ſong. 


His language, too, which to the Scottiſh muſe 


Gives ev'ry grace, muſt claim our due regard, 
So chaſte, ſo eaſy, does it flow along, 


From forc'd and foreign idioms {till ſo free, 


Which oft in FzrcvusoN offend the eye. 


Ohappy genius! which could fo deſcribe 


The human paſlions, ſo devoid of art, 
Whofe ev'ry ſtroke ſtill moves their fineſt ſprings ; 
Whoſe dd word and look is Nature's ſelf. 


Luxx two fine paintin gs drawn with niceſt kill, 
Shewing unnumber'd beauties to the view, 
We gaze at each unable to decide: 

They pleaſe by turns, and ſtill we're unreſolv'd; 


Till ſome bold ſtroke, ſome highly finiſh'd glow, 


Before unknown, prepond'ring, kicks the beam. 
Juſt fo our bards. Unnumber'd beautzs ſhine 
Alike in both, and grace each flowing page: 


But ſome peculiar to our RamsAY Tile, 


Claim juft regard; demands in due to night, | 
That we ſhould crown him chief of Scotia's bards. 


O FercusoN! 3 mat we ſtill es 


The fate which ſnatch'd thee early from our view ! 


What wouldſt thou been, had Years matur'd thy 
mind! 


When 


y 
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When in the dawn ef fife thou ſung ſo ſweet : 

Th! aftoniſh'd world would echo'd round ap- 

plauſe, 

And Scotia's bards the palm of vitry yield. 
Whilſt thou, celeſtial Bard, thy golden lyre 
Nov tun'ſt to notes unknown to mortal ears, 
Accept the wreath we offer to thy fame, 

While the ſad tear drops on thy early tomb. 


7 he Author begs leave to fubjoin the following 
_ Ecxocus, which be hopes will nat r. unac- 
ceptabie o the reader. 


WILLIE 


On it to ſound fu' ſweet his humble name: 


Now het's the fun, to yon. green hawthorn 


Laith, Mit Fd be his e ere ſu'd tine. 
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WILLIE AND JAMIE 


AN ECLOGUE, © 


IN THE SCOTTISH DIALECT. 


.. . ſhade 
Come let us gae; and while our flocks fu glad 
Feed on the gowan'd brae, let's try whilk beft 
Will raiſe the ſang, or on my whiſtle, dreſt 
WY nae ſma' art, will play. It was a gift 
Frae Davie, luckleſs youth. Now Tm in tift, 


Wale wha ye like, that Shepherd is my theme. 


wr a my heart; oa Patie ſhall be mine, 


WILLIE. 
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WILLIE. 


_ NarTuRe's ain bairn the blooming Davie was; 
The dew, ilk morn whilk on the gowan fa's, 
Nae purer is; ſae ae- faul'd was his mind, 
Sae leal, fac ſaft, ſae gen'rous, an' ſae kind. 
Thae paſſions whilk ſae aft deform the ſaul, 
Were never kent his breaſt wi' rage to ſwell; 
Nor poortith ay ſae ſnell, nor ſneer ſae ſour, 
Cou'd e'er him dauntin, or his ſaul o'erpow 'T: 
He ay the ſame, ay on his brow was ſeen, 
The ſmile of peace, an' frae his lovely een 
The luik o friendſhip an' the luik o love, | 
That ſpake his faul, an' ilka heart did move. 


JAMIE. 
O' the herds that gang on Fortha's banks, 
Our blythſome Pate ay wi! the formaiſt ranks. 
He is a callan that has fic a knack 


O' gie'n delight :—His canty ſang or crack 
Flegs dool awa; gars een the heart fae cauld 


Grow briſk; an' feckleſs eild its ſell look bauld. 


To his ſweet pipe the lads and laſſes ſkip, 

An' e'en auld carlins aft times tak a trip. 

When wi' their flocks, a- day, neath heat or cauld 4 

Or when at e'en they ſteek them in the fauld, 
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Sic are his paukie gates, that ane and a“ 
Think ilka thing is wrang when he's awa. 


WILLIE, 


WuIIx on the ſunny hill his flocks did feed, 
Early ilk morn young Davie tun'd his reed, 
Or ſaftly ſang o' love, or honour true; 

Sae ſlaw and ſaft the melting muſic flew, 
The ſweeteſt bird to hear it ſtap't its lay; 
While Echo ſent it round frae brae to brae. 
But what o' ilk thing pleas'd him beſt of a', 


Was the ftrange ferlies Nature ay did ſhaw: 
For this the ſteepeſt craigs be aften ſpeel'd, - 


Where the gleg eagle plants her lonely bield, 
Or dander'd through the glen far out o' fight, 
Or wood, or haugh, like a forſaken wight: _ 


Or by the burn, or where the white faem jaws, 


An' thuddin down frae craig to craig it fa's. 
Aft did he like to hear the thunder rair, 


And ſee the tempeſt ſhake the troubPd air. 
At een he ay was in the braweſt tift, 


On the hill-head to glow'r up to the lift, 


To tent how moon and ſtarns did blink or ſhine, 
Or round their orbits row, or rin, or twine. 


JAMIE, 


En 


JAMIE. 


Fax fa' my Pate, he's ay the canty chield: 
At een when he comes frae the hill or field, 
Baith young an' auld, they a' fu cadgy luik. 
When he begins the guidman ſteeks his buik. 
Io hear his cracks the gude wife hads her wheel: 
The laſs wr a cram'd gowpenfu' o' meal 
Stands ſtill, an gawfs, till in the ingle's gane | 
The parritch broo ; firing afore a ſtane 1 
The bannock ſtands, an' burns as black's the 
cruick ; 
Fa'f in the taylor's needle Ricks —out 8 a 
neuk 
Thro' ſpecks he glowrs, an' gapes his mou as wide 
As his ain ſheers ; an' now, frae ilka ſide, 
The joke, the rair, the laugh, the canty ſound 
O' harmleſs wit an' glee gaes round an' round. 
This is nae a', my Patie's heart is guide; 
In a' his gates he's ay in ſic a mood; 
That takes wi' ilka ane ;—to his laſs Rel; 
He diſna flit about like mony a chiel: 
He downa bide nae mean or Ul > ar , 
He loes but ane; young Jenny hads his heart. 


WILLIE. 
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WILLIE. 


My Davie's cot was ne'er the place o' din; 
Twa three that kent his worth whiles dander'd in 
To hear him crack, or read frae unco buiks. 
Clean was their leaves, an' clear the bony hooks 
That band them in ;—they tald without a flaw 
O' wars and battles, an' o' ika law 
Made for the common weal; o ilka thing, 

O' dowie winter, or the chearfu' ſpring, 
On the wide warld, or in the ſtarnie lift: 
Jo ken them a', was ay his utmaiſt drift, 

An' chief delight. Love too was his: — Its joys 
He never fand. Young Mary was his choice : 
He lood oe'r weel to tell her out his mind: 
Darn'd in his breaſt it lay; the ſhepherd pin'd, 
An' life, wi' a' ins ſweets, ſoon tint its guſt: 

The luckleſs youth ſunk in the lonely duſt. 
She miſs'd him frae the hill, or meadow green, 
An' a' the gates he dander'd morn an' een. 
She ſpier't the herds :---Thae pointed to his grave. 
She didna ſpeak; ſhe didna greet nor rave. 
She turn'd awa', an' wr her gaed a train 
O' waes, an' griefs, an' ay increaſing pain. 
Twas but the tither day, I ſaw her lean, 

Her lovely boſom onthe wee grae ſtane 

— That 
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That marks his grave; — her face was wan an! 
pale; — 
Her lily hands ſhe rais'd ; the waefu' tale 
Sat on her ſpeechleſs tongue; — fair, ſair, an' high 
Her boſom heav'd; I heard the mournfu' figh ; 
Saw in her een the tears of ſorrow bruſt, 
An' weet the turf that haps her Davie's duſt. 


V' vx win the day; I needna farer gang: 
Beſt ye hae ſung, and beſt befar's your ſang! 
For what is wit compar'd w! Davie's worth. 
The beſt oꝰ fun's noght to that ſterlin trouth, 
That in his boſom dwalt, adorns his name, 
An to the feeling muſe gies ay a wordy theme. 


R. C. 
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